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PUNCH OFFICE, 85, FLEET STREET, 


AND SOLD BY ALL BOOKSELLERS. I 
Paper Impressions of the Drawings has been more than called for in advance of publication. 
As. the Edition was strictly limited to 1,000 Copies, each of them initialled by the Publishers— 
who desire to become possessors of the Collection should make immediate application to the 
Booksellers before the copies remaining in their hands are dispersed. Cn ea toUvERIE STREET, 2.2. 
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NEW AND POPULAR NOVELS. 


CoLVIL ULE OF THE GUARDS. 


y James Geant 


ALTHOUGH HE WAS A LORD. 


Ry Mre. Forurerea. 38 vols. 


.THE WITCH'S HEAD. By 


H. Ropes Hacoann. 8 vols. 


THE CARDICS, By Wri 


3 vols. 


CYC LAMEN, By Mrs. Ranpoiru. 


Hener & Bracurrt, Publishers 


The 


“Four Seasons, 
A sweet Tobacco of the highest class, 


“ Sweet when the Morn is grey, 
99 Stweet when they've cleared away 
Lunch ; and at close of Day 


Possibly sweetest.” 


(Calveriey.) 


excellent either in Pipe or Cigarette. 
Manufactured In Bond by W. D. & H. O. WILLS. 





W SERIES OF REMINISCENCES LY THE 
REV. THOMAS MOZLEY, M.A 
Now ready, in 2 vols., crown Svo, IMs. 


REMINISCENCES 


ONIEFLY of TOWNS, VILLAGES, and SCHOOLS. 
y the Rev. THOMAS MOZLEY, M.A. 
Formerly Peliew of Oriel), 

‘ Reminiscences of Oriel College and the 
Oxford Movement.” 


don: LONGMANS, GREEN, & CO, 





PERRI 


ARY NUMBYR SOW READY, 
PRICE SIXPENCE. 


LOXNGMAN'S MAGAZINE. 


Number XXVIII. 


Cowrewts :— 
White _ Heather: a Novel By William Black. 
} ters V.—VIII 


Whist Chat By Richard A. Proctor. 

An Incident of Empire. By H. Mallins. 

The Search Party's Find. By J. Arbuthnot Wilson. 
The Whale. Ry the Rev. J. @) Wood. 

To Beatrice The Squire's Daughter. By Miss 


= the Rocky Mountaina By 


On the aattguite | a Jests. By Brander Matthews 
London, LONGMANS, GREEN & CO. 


}ACMILLAN’S MAGAZINE. 
No 


For Fesavany. Price One Shilling. 
Comte ts or tan Nomeen. 
The Life of George Eliot. By John Morley. 
On an Old Bong. By W. E.. Lecky. 
A Canadian Holiday, By Frederick Pellock. 
The City Companies. 
Village Life im South Africa, 
Lord Tennyson's “ Becket.” 
A Millionaire's Cousin, Chapters TV.—VI. 
Review of the Month. 
MACMILLAN @& 


AX YONE AFFLICTED with 
STAMMERING or STUTTERING, should 
read a littie Hook (written by a gentleman who 
cored himself after suffering for more than ay 
years), te be had from the Author, Mr. B. KEAB 
Green Bank House, Hall Green, near 

for 13 stam ps. 


LAIRITZ’S 


REMEDIAL 
PINE WOOL 
FABRICS and 
PREPARATIONS. 
Celebrated 
Anti-ERheumatic 
and Gout Remedies, 


Ketastiewep 1853. 
AWARDED 10 PRIZE 
MEDALS. 


Sn ow Backing " 





CO., LONDON. 








wf Pine —— Piannels, all Description 


adert sobing, Ch est Preservers, Knee-Caps, 
ting Tom, adding, Pine yo Ou, Bath 
xtract, Soap, &e., 


FOR PREVENTION, Lier, AND ns 
wer vend * Diowrbens sous SS my Draper Mosler, 
Messrs. 


Chemi-ts, and Druggists, Wholesa 


WELCH, MAGEDSON & CO., and Druggists’ 
Bundriesme 


CAUTION Nowe Genuine without 14 
Trade Mark and Signature. 


LADIES and GENTLEMEN 
having ®@ Connection amongst the pepper 
Classes, an opportunity is offered for maki 
by the Sale of a NOVELIY, an qiee wb gover 
utility; Patented. Replies to 
Advertising Ageneyef @. 1. DavesaCo., Sieve 


Kait 











TO SMOKERS.—AN INEXPENSIVE LUXURY 


BEWLAY’S CHOICE INDIAN CIGARS 


Zils. 
or Lun te 
tamps). 
¥ & Co. Cirar 
, 43, Cursrsivs, and 
40, Weer Sraaeo, ee, 
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FORINFANTS 


SAVORY & MOORE, London, 
And of Chemisty 4c., everywhere. 












EB & I 
Lg Be L LO 
puruns “@ ey 
a ROSE. a most delicate odour. 
FRANGIPANN I, en eternal perfume. 
MAGNOLLA, natural as the flower. | 


\ The Flower King 
AMBPRG RIS, more rare than gold. } 
VIOLET and OF ANGE, for Weddings, / 
Kiss ME QUICK, always sweet. oi 
‘ oe Three Bottles in case, 0.5 RY 
~ Single Samples, 
ep 2s. 6d. Pt 
Zong siree™s 


cgnt! 'S FL Up 


THERE IS NO CREATER ERROR 


Tee 4 pose Disinfectants are not re- 

ld and Wet Weather. When 

ma Windows have to be kept closed, 

air becomes most impure, and a 

dish = CONDY’S FLUID should 
all inhabited rooms. 


CONDY’'S FLUID 


Bad 40ST BEEK AWARDED THE 


GOLD MEDAL 


aT THE 
INTERNATIONAL HEALTH EXHIBITION, 
SOUTH KEN 


CONCENTRATED 
PEPTONIZED COCOA AND MILK 
(PATENT). 
























Delicious flavour. No digestion needed. 
Highly nutritious. Always ready. 

A stimulant without alcohel. 
CONCENTRATED 
PEPTONIZED COCOA AND MILK | ° 
(PATENT). 

Unrivalled for nutrition. 


For all whose digestion is weak, invalids, deli- 
cate children, &c_ 


CONCENTRATED 
PEPTONIZED COCOA AND MILK 
(PATENT). 


Always availxbie as a Restorative and agree- 
able beverage. 


SAVORY & MOORE, 
NEW BOND STREET, LONDON, 
Tine, 20. Gd. each, obtainable everywhere. 
COLD MEDAL, HEALTH EXHIBITION, 1884. 


LEA & PERRINS' SAUCE. 
ha PenRING wr ved 


S8aUCc 
which are calculated to deceive the Pubi 
Las & Penainxs Ly ay attention to the fact that 
each Original and Genuine 


WORCESTERSHIRE § SAUCE 


Lea eria 


* Sold Wholesale by the Proprietors, Wt reester; 
ton @ Biscawert, London; and Export Oilmes 


genera’ 
Retail by Dealers in sauces Dicbetien the World. 


B.MORRIS&SONS’ 
"WEB TIPPED 








CICARETTES 


Y ) 1a y 








TADDY & CO., LONpon. 
[75h 





“You Syouto Try THEIR, 
Myris GROVE” 


ROSES 


Well eae or tate named,of ; 
kinds. 


. per 100, Packing and Carriage Free for Cash 
with Order. 


THESE WORLD- FAMED ROSES CANNOT 
PAIL ro GIVE ruz GREATEST SATISFACTION. 
DESCRIPTIVE Lists gtebore and following = 
on application »—F, Trees, Evergreens, Flow 

ing Shrubs (6s. pavhas Cieimati (12s. to 2a, 
doz.), Roses in ie doz.), 


SEEDS = 


VECETABLE, FLOWER, AND FARM. 


The best procurable at moderate prices. 
It.vsraarep Luts Fass. 


RICHARD SMITH & CO., 


WORCESTER. 





OXFORD.-MITRE 


ONE OF THE MOST ECONOMIC, 
FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE KINGDoy 





















IMPERISHABLE 


FLOOR COVERING 


MANUFACTURERS axv PATENTIR, 


HOWARD & SON 


26, BERNERS STREET, ¥V. 
Dr. CARTER MOFFAT 


AMMONIAPHONE RS | - 


(HARNESS’ PATENT). 

FOR STRENGTHENING THE VoIc, 
BRRICHING THE TONE, AND RELI 
ASTHMA, BRONCHITI6, AND ALL 


PULMONARY AFFECTIONS 





























ALY 


b 
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J ieee 
Price 21s., Post Free. 
WILL LAST A LIFETIME. 
Has sesx Pavovnsscy — ax orm 
ADING 
4 for the “ HISTORY OF THE AMM 
PHONE" ne Vocalists ana innumerable 













“A Perfect Prisette in Ten Minutes.” 


Paopvcs 
Cuaauine 
Rineters, &c. 
USED COLD. 
Surer anc much 
more effective 
anc 





PP a —) for 7 —_ 
may be ha of 
= Sy J the Ketail 
Age nt— 
holesale 


J. Canetess, Harborne, Birmingham. 
of Me: inpt, Birmingham and London. 
BEWARE of knavish imitations, whieh are abso- 
hutely useiess frauds. Vendors will be rigorously 
Pi osecuted. 
















HINDE’S Hair Curling Pins a 


ant awn of 
Post Pree orld. 


THE MEDICAL BATTERY 
205, REGENT ST., LONDOS, 


GOLD MEDALS—DUBLIN, 1882; BOSTON, 
LONDON (INT. EXHIBITION), 1h 


A JAMES JAMES MURRAY'S 


FOR ACID 








FLUID MAGNESI 


—ae Preparate® 
usual size. 






ee ym 
av & Sox, Temple fo Bteet : 


6m Ja 
@ Sons, Farringdon Street, Loni 





ME LLOR'S 
SAUCE: 
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A VERY ORTHODOX ANIMAL. 


Bishop. ‘‘Doxsn’r Say, ru, Mr. Perkins!” 
Horsedealer, ‘‘Suy? Never! Srop, my Lorp. I must se Honest witn you. I pip KNOW HIM SHY ONCE—BUT THAT WAS 
AT A SALVATIONIST ARMY PASSIN’ BY!” 


[ Bishop buys Horse at once, 











PENS OF THE WAR. 
IN MEMORIAM. 


JOHN ALEXANDER CAMERON, 
Wan-CoRReSPONDENT OF THE ‘* STANDARD.” 


ST. LEGER ALGERNON HERBERT, 
War-CorResPONDENT OF THE “ Mornina Post.” 
Killed at the Battleof Gubat, January 19, 1885. 


Nor only in the battle’s rangéd ranks, 
Not only under soldier cloth and casque, 
May manhood earn what Bayarn’s self would ask, 

A hero’s ending and a country’s thanks. 

Cameron, HesBert! These are names to mate 
With Burnasy’s and Stewart's on the roll 
Of militant honour, men of kindred soul, 

Equal in heart and matched in glorious fate. 

Pen versus Sword? But now the hasty phrase 
Loses its glib significance since the two 
Co-operate are in splendid ri-k ; and who 

Will weigh their service or divide their praise ? 

In steadfast valour, danger-seorning toil, 

Penmen like these are plumeless knights indeed, 
ady to face war's death-rain, and at need 

To stain with life-blood free a foreign soil. 

What may a soldier more? No more they claim, 
Gallant sword-wielders, than to these brave men, 
Comrades in duty, Paladins of the Pen, 

ag. gladly F poe of glory and of fame. 

And England, of all high deeds done 
By all her children dutifnl and brave, 

vs tear-stained laurel on the desert-grave 
Of gallant Henserr and stout Caxrros | 





L’EMPIRE C’EST LE-—PAY! 


Mr. CHAMBERLAIN’S significant reference to the evidently already 
projected Bill for the payment of Members of Parliament, has, as 
might have been conceived, uced a tremendous sensation among 
the beggarly Svlicitors, wigless Barristers, superannuated Clerks, 
and the general ruck of high-souled but impeeunivus people among 
whom it is evident that the earnest politicians of the future will 
inevitably have to be found. Several rumours are afloat as to the 
leading features of the measure, but the following, though merely 
preliminary, may be regarded as substantially correct :— 

1.- £250 per annum (payable quarterly in advance). 

2. Free (outside) transit on any omnibus going to or from West- 
minster Bridge. 

3. The right of entrance without charge to Messrs. (arri's 
Restaurant, the Duke of York’s Column, the pit of Her Majesty’s 
Theatre, and the reserved seats during feeding-time at the Regent's 
Park Zoological Gardens. 

4. A New Suit of Ready-made Clothes, of stout and serviceable 
quality, annually, and free of cost, at the commencement of the 
Summer Session. 

5. The gratis hire, three times a year, of a White Tie, Pair of 
Evening and Tail on the three separate occasions, re- 
spectively, of attendance at the Speaker's Levy, Invitation to the 
Shilling Vinisterial White Bait Dinner, and possible appearance in 
Se capacity of Honorary Waiters at a Garden Party at Marlborough 

ouse, 

6. An Extra Donation of £5, in the shape of a Christmas Box, for 
the purpose of Subscribing fittingly to the various Local, County, or 
Borough Charities, 

7. Six new four-and-ni ny Hats, for use during the Autumn 
Recess, with peeedicion, if the meetings be unusually stormy, to 
have them re-blocked at the expense of the constituency. 

8. Right to a free fore-cabin Restgvetion, Tateet to Central Africa 
or New Zealand on accepting the Chiltern Hundreds. 
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THINGS BETTER LEFT UNSAID, OR SAID OTHERWISE. 

Edwin (who is fond of Lecturing his future Bride). ‘‘ WELL, coop-BYE, ANGyY. 
I pon’T KNOW HOW IT I18—BUT 1 ALWAYS SEEM TO LEAVE YoU IN Tears!” 

Angelina (tenderly, through her sobs). ‘‘1—I—I’p s00NER YOU SHOULD LEAVE 


ME IN TEARS, LOVE, THAN NEVER LEAVE ME AT ALL!” 


An ., 
\ \ 
\ Wh 
i RS 
4 
e ~ A 
d 


\ 
ol 


——. 
—$— 


PAPER-KNIFE POEMS, 
By Our Special Book-Marker. 
“TROTTINGS OF A TENDER FOOT.” 
For Trottings of a Tender Foot your favour I'd enlist— 
Don’t think it is a work on corns, wy ’oute ist ! 
Don’t fancy, when at Mupre’s—and so the book refuse~ 
’Tis a treatise by a shoemaker on hygienic shoes! 
The book is full of anecdote of life in the Far West ; 
The hunting tales are given with a mighty hunter’s zest. 
They’re full of wild adventure, and interesting notes, 
On the elk and the wapiti and the Rocky Mountain goats, 
Here Puitiipps- W oLLEY—gossiping of scenery and men— 
Tells the story of the rifle with a clever graphic pen! 
“ENGLAND.” 
Arn—“ The Death of Nelson.” 
Tus, doubtless, is a book 
At which we all should look— 
’Tis clever and compact : 
The new Edition we 
Pronounce decidedlee 
A mine of thought and fact ! 


“* A wondrous work, upon my word,” 
The Marker solemnly a A 
With hand upon his waistcoat : 
** A learned book, but never dry,— 
A book you ought at once to buy,— 
Is England, writ by Escort!” 
“SOME-ONE ELSE.” 
Ir three right pleasant Volumes to read you incline, 
Here’s a capital Novel of novel design : 
Mrs. CRoOKER an excellent story can tell, 
And in Some-one Else tells it—uncommonly well! 
“EAST BY WEST.” 
Arn—“ To the West!” 
East by West, East by West,—twill —~ K: you to scan 
Notes of India, the States, and Ceylon, and Japan ; 
For the bright pen of Lucy is here at its best, 
In this rare book of travels he calls Kast by West! 


Arn—‘‘ Lucy Long.” 
You took > ue time, my Lucy, 
In which you were not wrong, 
Four months the whole world to see 
I don’t call, Lucy, long. 











OUR NOT-QUITE-AT-HOME SECRETARY. 


Mar. Powcnu, Sip, 
Wuat agrand thing it must be to be a Heaven-born Minister! 
Though, perhaps, after all, it may be just as grand a thing to fancy 
yourself one, and so be able to treat with supercilious contempt any 
audacious body of men, such as Corporations and such small fry, 
who dare to make a mere common-sense suggestion for meeting a 
great and alarming difficulty. Besides it so simplifies matters. All 
the Heaven-born Minister to do, is to sit quietly in his com- 
fortable office, when some great calamity occurs, and do—nothing, 
and when any rash man, or body of men, propose to do something, 
all he has to do is to lecture them on their presumption in the fashion 
of ‘lam Sir Oracle, and when I ope my lips let no dog bark !” 

I am led, Sir, into this train of thought by what has occurred 
—y in the a About a month an attempt was made, as 
we all know, on a Saturday afternoon, to blow py Ae dynamite an 
arch of London Bridge, just at the time when the Bridge is certain to 
be most crowded with men, women, and children. Fortunately, by the 
merest chance, the awfully wicked attempt failed, or such a scene of 
fearful suffering would have ensued as perhaps never has been wit- 
nessed in a peaceful city. The Corporation of the City of London, 
who are the trustees of the Bridge, offered a reward of £5,000 for 
the apprehension and conviction of the miscreants who had planned 
and attempted to carry out this fiendish scheme, and actually had 
the audacity to aa the high and mighty Minister who conde- 
soends to take the Metropolis under his protecting care, to supplement 
their liberal reward by the customary offer of a free pardon to any 
accomplice of these bloodthirsty ruffians whom conscience, or fear, or 
money might tempt to betray them. 

But they were soon taught what sort of Minister they had to deal 
with. After being kept in an anxious state of suspense for about a 
fortnight, till the great man could find abundant leisure for the con- 
sideration of so small a matter, they received an epistle, occupying 
some twelve sheets of foolscap, severely censuring them f ing 
to make any suggestion to him 





or 
upon a subject to which he had given ' Exchange 


his whole “mighty intellect, and the result of such profound on- 
—_ we probably shortly appear. This fact, Sentenetey, 


ts win not only the Corporation, but the the men 
Light and Leading, and the great mass of ~ Me tan public, 
* sus wai 


on the great Minister’s plan i 

What occurs? In less than weeks from the day this now 
celebrated do-nothing epistle was made public, on another Saturday 
afternoon, when large numbers of people are gazing with admiration 
on the great historical edifices of the Tower of London and West- 
minster Hall, and the pr ar gene gem of three 


more awfully wicked attempts are they again fail by the 
merest chance, the same do-nothing princi le that failed so miserably 
before is again adopted, and the Heaven- Minister walks calm) 


Be 


among the débris of the beautiful ceiling of Westminster Hall, av 
talks philosophically of walking on ‘‘the dust of ages!” What his 
feelings were when he visited the bed-sides of the two poor policemen 
whose marvellous courage prevented the outrage a cata- 
strophe, it would be impertinent to inquire or to imagine. But we 
have a clear right to demand how many more of these 

wicked attempts are yet to be made, before this proud and imperic 
Minister condescends to inform us what means adopting 
for o as, in addition to lecturing those who were Wh 
ready, if allowed, to adopt means that have made every 


Fy 


man, evi Waiter at a Hotel, eve Lodging House Keeper * 
willing helper to the Police, in gadiing the steps of the bases 
miscreants that ever cursed the Earth. Iam, &e., 





“ Postic Grrevances.”—Our Inspector’s most interesting report 
of Public Grievances (No. [V.) is crowded out this week. This 


in itself another Public Grievance. 








Tue Forrsicutty Review.—The Account Day on the Stock 
Cc le 
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“BLOOD IS THICKER THAN WATER.” 


UA 
A 
PAN ae ee 


‘“‘Taavx you, JONATHAN; 78/3 Is REAL BroTaeR_y,” 


John to Jonathan. 


THANKS, JowaTHan! This is in leed 
Exceedingly fraternal ! 

And shows we are at heart agreed 
In hate for hate infernal. 
did not doubt it—not a mite— 
But from a brother nation, 

One’s glad of something definite, 

r By way of oe 
rom you, especially, proof 
Meets with a welcome hearty, 


G7 
* 
V7 yy 





Seeing that under heaven’s wide 


Too 
There ’s not another party 
To whom my heart so promytly 
warms 
As you—that cannot vary ! 
Aseassination’s reptile swarms 
Deserve no sanctuary, 
Hostes humani generis 
ese Vipers—vermin purely, 
Who venomously craw! end hiss, 
Coiled, as they think securely, 


Within your coverts ; but you’ll prove 
You will not favour that trick ; 

For you pro to make them move, 
Playing the new St. Patrick, 

Thanks, Jonaraayn, my heart you cheer, 
It may be yet my turn, Sir, 

Perhaps my record ’s not quite clear, 
But—well, we live and learn, Sir. 

Let’s pull together, you and me, 
And mutually determine 

That even the Home of Liberty 
Shan't mean a haunt fur Vermin! 
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“as YOU (DO OR DON’T) LIKE IT.” 


“What a case am I in then... . that cannot insinuate with you in 
the behalf of a good play.” — Epilogue. 


Tae Bard knew well enough that As You Like It was not a play 
at all, certainly not a good play, and so he artfully disarmed criti- 
cisem by an Epilogue. As You Like It, as the title implies, was 
seuhaliy a risky venture intended as a superior sort of idyllic extra- 
vaganza, to supersede the masques then in fashion. 

As far as the management of the St. James's has gone towards 
the complete revival, everything in the matter of costume and scenery 
has been magnificently done, in fact overdone. 

As for the two Dukes at the St. James’s, they are so true to nature, 





As THEY ARE AT THE St. Jamzs’s. 
Exiled Duke and Party picnickin 
on patés. boar's-head, &c., provided! The Exiled Duke and Party in the 
by the Forest Hotel, where they are| Forest of Arden. ‘Ave to ‘Arden 

staying—on tick. their ’arts, and make the best of it. 


A8&S THEY PROBABLY WOULD HAVE 
BEEN. 





—which of course they would be at the St. James’s, where, if any- 
where, they do know what a real live Duke is like,—that we a 
wonder our Hereditary Legislators have not been banished long ago. 
But then these, it must be remembered, are Foreign Dukes,—the 
exiled one being a ‘* Pretender,”—and so perhaps the St. James’s 
Management may not be quite so familiar with this type, as it would 
be with members of our own aristocracy. Hence it is that the 
Usurping Duke Frederick, is a blustering, lolloping, restless sort of 
under-bred person, the uneasy state of 
whose conscience is expressed by the 
hurried mauner in which he makes his 
exits, as though he were perpetually 
hearing the dread whisper, ‘‘ Here's a 
— coming!” As for the Exiled 
uke, he might be correctly described 
as the Banished Cheesemonger, so stolid 
and unobtrusive is the bearing of this 
Nobleman in reduced circumstances. 
How he and his followers managed to 
preserve their beautiful dresses,—for 
they are more splendidly attired than 
the other Duke and his peorin will 
going about in the os unting stags, 
ying on mossy banks, is as wonder- 
ful as their almost miraculous freedom 
from rheumatism and horrid bad colds, 
from which ordinary mortals similarly 
situated would not be exempt. 
. The only interest that can be aroused 
?) for Orlando, apart from the sympathy 
which his ineffectual attempts to shake 
‘ iv otf the Old Adam must receive at 
“I Kendal the boy.”—Lest everybody's hands, is in his being a 
line but one, Act i., Se. 1, Stripling, and physically unable to cope 

8t. James's Acting Version With Charles the Wrestler. Such a 

of “As You Like It.” comparison as exists between Mr. Pen- 
: Ley and Mr. H111 is absolutely necessary 
in these two characters. By the wey Pentey for Orlando, strug- 
gling in the arms of Hit as Charles the Wrestler, and upsetting 

im in the contest, is a en worth consideration in any future 
revival. How admirably Mr. Kewpat fulfils this essential condition, 
and how like a youthful stripling he is, may be imagined by those 
who are familiar with his ce in The ronmaster, in Impulse, 
in The Queen’s Shilling, . Squire, and so forth. 

The part of that sportive, mock-modest ‘‘ Young Person,” 
Rosalind, falls, of course, to Mrs. Kewpat, in whose hands not a 
tel ing point is lost. She is least goed in the First Act, and best in 
the two last. Grant for romantic and peetie purposes the idea of a 





Siseen Bucxstone as Touchstone: we 








girl disguised as a boy, calling himself Ganymede, proposing that 
ove should be made to him by a young man, and whose conversation 
(her friend Celia is rather worse in this respect) is of such a nature 
as to require most careful editing at the 
hands of a Nineteenth-Century Mana- 
ger, it must be owned that an Actress 
has to perform a which, written ina 
coarse age to be played by a boy, requires 
most delicate treatment to prevent its 
being offensive. Of course the Rosalind 
of Mrs. Kennat is the piece; it is all 
Rosalind. After her—nobody and no- 
thing. ‘‘ As you like her,” so you like 
“at.” As ’Arry would say, “‘ It is’er 
as makes the ’it.” 

Nowedays, when its coarseness is 
eliminated or toned down. or when what 
is left of it is unintelligible to the 
majority, the part of Zvuchstone is 
simply a very bad one, and can oy fs 
made telling by a very popular Low 
Comedian, whose ab:urd peculiarities 
are a part of himself, as was the case 
with the late Mr. Bocxstonr. We have 


have seen Mr. Compton. We laughed 
at each, not because he was playing 
Touchstone, but because it was Buck- Mrs. Kendal as Ganymede in 
stone or Compton. Mr. Hare was so Gaiters in the Shakspearian 
wpe ad pares on the ben night that a i. gem 
e rather aroused sympathetic pity than Ps b. 
afforded any amusement ; but, as some Gatter Theatre. 
critics in prophetic mood went so far as to praise him for what he is 
ing to do, we own that we shall be most a bly wy if 
e is ever able to make anything of it at ali,—which we believe he 
cannot do even by developing the sort of Whitechapel walk-round, 
which reminded us of Mr. Davip 
JameEs’s chick-a-l step after 
singing “‘ The Ugly key Cart,” 





in : Strand Canpese. ae 
HAKSPEARE, in this piece 
all the best speeches b which the 


play is remembered into the mouths of 
su inate characters. m. 
Jaques, the First Lord, the Exiled 
Duke, even wicked Oliver, have the 
best things to say and very little to do. 

And why on earth couldo’t they 
leave the music alone? Mr. CeLiren’s 
compositions (except one, which is of 
an inferior Offenbachian order) are 
pretty and musicianly enough, and 
would be in their place at a Concert 
as an interesting experiment, but in 
the piece itself they are a mistake. 
The audience want to hear the old 
Playing the Fool; or, Hare and familiar tunes, and they so resented 

Hexercise. their absence on the first night as to 

give an extra welcome to their old 

friend in the tune of ‘‘ The Cuckoo,” which Mrs. Kenpat sang as if 

she had been Jenny Linp instead of Rosa Lind, and had she but 

added a dance afterwards, there are not a few of her professional 

sisters who play in burlesque but would have trembled for their 

laurels, in case she should take it into her head to return to this line 

of business, to which we believe she bade farewell for ever in the 

revival of a certain Classical Extravaganza, called Izion, at the 
Haymarket. 

Oar receipt for keeping the piece in the bills is this:—Cut down 
Touchstone, and give it to Mr. Paviron; let Miss Parires (who 
was in the company, and is now for aught I know) play Audrey ; 
cart away, D’Oyty Carre away, all Mr. CeLirer’s music, 
retaining the instrumental ‘‘melodrames” as suitable to the 
oy pny and finish with a sprightly dance, written by Herr 
Meyer Louzz or M. Jacont, either of whom thoroughly understands 
the sort of thing required to give the pos a lift, add & good table 
lit up with sixpenn’orth of red fire, and the chances of a long run 
may be considerably improved. 








To Madame Jane Hading. 
Arn—“' My Pretty Jane.” 
My handsome Janz, my clever Jane, 
At you a “‘ bookay” vill I shy 
When next I see you in the 
Playing at the Royalé le 
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LET 


Dear Tosy 


times surprised at 


literally, and there 
That I am not 


made me shudder, 


present during the 
declared that in 


insolent, and inace 


which has. 


I have generally in 


point of view, beca) 
of the first class 


there are times and 
lively. Thi are 





With old-fashioned 








the appearance, of the 
change places with the nominal vi 


is another kind of .‘‘ Go,” less reprehensible from a political 


is such that the least said the better. At such crises 


TERS IN THE RECESS. 


By Eminent Hanns. 


V.—ON “GO.” 


BY, 

Ir will probably occur to you that I am the last person in 
the world to discuss the question of ‘‘Go.” I have, as everybod 
knows, since they have no opportunity to forget, publicly confes 
myself lacking in “Go.” I may tell you that I did that in the way | Co 


of quiet jest. I often make little jokes of that kind, and am some- |i 


the reception they meet with. It was a sly hit 


at some of my friends and colleagues; but people have taken it 


it will always stand. 
ing in ‘ Go” of a proper kind was, I venture to 


think, abundantly shown during my recent —_ to Devonshire. When 
I started on the campaign, I was, I own, a li Q 
the name of the Gentleman deputed to personally conduct me was 

Ping-Corrin. There is a grim preciseness about the name that |] 


ttle depressed to find 


It seemed that not only were our hopes predes- 


tined to early death, but that arrangements had already been made 
to bury them. However, that was a mere fancy, which I soon got 
over, There were some people at our meetings who had been 


Premier's last visit to Midlothian, and who 
of the crowd that came to see me, and of 


the manner in which I moved that crowd, GLapsToNE was not in 
it. Day and night I kept it up, and though the newspapers would 
have it that I said nothing fresh, and they always say that, I for 
one have come to disre the dictum. 

Bat there is Go and Go—or, if you would like it in the original, 
Il y a allez et allez, According to some practitioners, ‘‘ Go” consists 
of flouting your elders and betters, saying all kinds of impertinent, 

urate thi 


, and never, under any conditions, 


withdrawing an imputation or accusation proved to be groundless. 
Go,” in this sense, is chiefly made up of the habit of “* cheeking” 
your elders, the more venerable and the more respected, the more 
creditable, or at least the more successful, the effort. I do not 
guise the fact that I have myself personally suffered from ebullitions 
of the spirit here faintly indicated. I have borne it with a meekness 


dis- 


the effect of encouraging further displays. 
such bouts played the pert, or rather presented 
eee tt eclare that I would not 


use;it is better balanced in its operation. Ade 
do =e ee 


mind whom they hurt, whether friend or foe. 


Of the second class the attack and tation are limited to 
the disadvantage of the enemy. You know well enough that 
in 


seasons — when it is impossible to be 
dall y, or the position of your own Party 
said the aa i in accordance 
habits, think the best thing to do is to remain 





silent. If I had “‘Go,” I should be able to make a diversion by mis- 
uoting some prominent man on the other side, or misrepresenting 
is actions and intentions, and forthwith proceeding to beat him 
about the head. 

Very well, Tony ; I would say at once that if this is ‘‘ Go,” and as 
long as it continues to be as “‘Go,” I shall be content to 
stand by my declaration that Iam lacking in the quality. When I 
first went into politics, and for many years after, we did not do that 
kind of thing. With seapest to tho Sevt kind of * Go,” the House of 

mmons would never have toleratedit. As to the second, I 


straight, nor his statements always in precise accordance with facts. 

a sae ag what Shien standard rr was enee Rene Ae 
country. It was, within my memory, as an un 

am, _— aay to peor obs pw | is not i $e garble quota: 

ons, or to misrepresent a versary, is unworthy o' 
«Gentleman in polition as a similar course would be parsu in 
priva e. 

I like to dwell on these old ti but refrain lest you should think 
me us. I do not brin against anyone. I would 
simply say that the ways of life, both in the House of Commons and 
on the platform, are different now from what they used to be, say, 
pad ar than oy | PaLMERSTON’S ae if it is “* Ah my has 

si Ora shall remain con oy my reputation. 

To Tosy, B, Yours very ay, 

The Kennel, Barks. Srarrorp NorrTucore. 





WHAT MR. PARNELL MIGHT HAVE SAID. 


“* Tere is a tide in the affairs of men, which taken at the flood 
leads on to fortune.” Mr. Panwett had this great opportunity 


to be in the Buildings 
the largest number of 
sent to their long rest without a note of 


i Mr. idol of the great y of the 
Irish people, the man to whom they look up for ance and for 
counsel in the struggle they are making for greater national liberty, 
and who must know full well that no man can the enormous 
he bearing a proportionately 

amount of responsibility, stands up before an enormous crow 
of hi ing fellow-country and is received by them with the 
e enthusiastic cheers ; this, we deeply regret to say, is 

the that Mr. Panwett did nor speak :— “a a 
Fellow Countrymen! Before addressing you on many inter- 
i Shon l semembor all that 
Men of Clare, how in 1880 set an example to 
whole country that like a rushing whirlwind over the rest 
- pw io tersing oes ae eetney © te porper 
t Clare should again meet together, and again vow 
wh ah - feel it incumbent upon me, as a man, 
a a few w to you upon a 


Saturda Sentincne mais ts cums SF eh lh yoy _ 
° e - 
cipal buildings t an, Ge thoy wore Ming 
visited by hundreds of visitors, mostl Srout he ‘country, inchutiog 

children. An more awf 
of massacre and y that have followed the 





























7 es | . 
SS Sa 
x wav 


RSSAT 4 . 


very SSR * 6 
TRS 


aah 





““NEVER SAY DIE!” 


Aunty. ‘‘My voor pkEAR MoLty, You REMIND ME OF CINDERELLA 
Molly, *‘ Au! CINDERELLA WENT TO THE BALL 700, IN THE Eyp!” 


,” 








A DREAM ABOUT DYNAMITE. 


A Sratesman’s Dream.—In his waking hours he used sometimes 
to dream of arresting the attempts of Dynamitards to blow up 
Bridges and Buildings, by the concession of Home Rule to Home 
Rulers. One night, in and asleep, he dreamt that he actuall 
had granted Ireland a separate Parliament, to legislate for Iri 
affairs. There then ensued a cessation of dynamite outrages for a 
time. But the Irish Parliament very soon endeavoured to take part 
in Imperial legislation. This attempt was resisted by the British 
Government; and then an agitation was immediately started in Ire- 
land, and amongst the Irish Ametenne, for the complete Repeal of 
the Union by the separation of I » absolutely and altogether, 
from the British Crown. This demand having om denied, the 
Dynamitards forthwith renewed their incendiary attempts at intimi- | 
dation, to which our Ministers and Parliament again yielded, and 
the Sister Kingdom was constituted an Irish Republic. | 

Once more the Dynamitards suspended their atrocities, but by-and- 
by England got involved in a war, and the Irish Re 








with formed an alliance with the enemy, whom they assisted with | 
an Irish Army and likewise an Irish Fleet, with which they had fur- | 


nished themselves as well as they could, and also rendered them every A 


other assistance except pecuniary. At the same time the dynamite | 


conspirators recommenced their hostilities as they had all along called F 


them, dec all agencies for the destruction of life and property 
fair in war. Thence the slumbering Statesman discerned that they 
were no merely incensed nationalists and infuriated patriots, being 
indeed, mostly not native Irishmen, but Amnociona taiah actuated 
simply and solely as to this country, by irreconcileable hatred and 
ferocious malice which no conciliation whatsoever could possibly 
assuage. The Statesman awoke with an enlightened mind, and in a 
bodily perspiration. As soon as he had rubbed his eyes, and begun 
to reflect, it occurred to him that he had better at once communicate 
with respectable Home Rulers, and point out to them that any dis- 
position to comply with even their reasonable requests was effectually 
repressed by the conviction that no such compliance would be of the 
least avail for the p' of diminishing the danger to be appre- 


publicans forth- | P: 





hended from continual dynamite explosions. 


A BILL OF COSTS OF THE FUTURE. 
(When the ‘‘ Two Branches” are Amalgamated.) 


Instructions from Client forCase . . . «+ -« 
Retainer to myself, and attending myself . 
Paid myself my fee, and Clerk . . 
Drawing Claim ._. ‘ é‘ . ; . 
Attending myself with papers . . . .» 
Fee tomyselfandClerk . : oc  tdbsom ib ° 
Attending Client on his signing Affidavit, and reading over 
Affidavit to be sworn . ‘ ‘ F . é 
YS Sars eee 
Attending filing Affidavit . 
Served Writ . . : . ‘ ss 
Paid Summons for Assault and Battery 
Attending myself to prosecute, and Clerk 
Attending and searching for Appearance 
eid Geapcea.. ss ow oe wg ot 
Attending the Officer of the Sheriff of Middlesex 
Four days remaining in as Manin Possession . . . 
ing Court on Motion when with Costs . 
Briefing myself ° ‘ ‘ ; ; 


— CASA wCnwWwWNHWAKAonwmaaqr- a wCowwac-: 
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. . + 
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ee to myself P 
Attending myself : 
Attending taxing . . ‘ ‘ ° a » 
Aitenens Settlement Amount of Costs ° ‘ . ° 
ger eae  <eeENe glk! Le autre 
Paid Correspondence, Cabs, Use of Wig, Postage, Hire of 
Gown, and Clerk’s Luncheons . ° cs 20" hye 


Total (there or thereabouts) roughly . £23 10 
Maceerz wouldn't believe that Birnam Wood could or would fe 
Dunsinane. No one could have believed that the Temple has 
pon to St. Paul’s. It’sa fact, though. Exit Exeter, re-enter as 
on. 
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“THE TINY SQUARE” 


At the Battle of Gubat, fought in the Desert near Metemneh, by Sir Herbert Stewart's 
Jlying column, January 19th, 1885. 


Wirt one long deep breath of relief every breast in our England was filled 

And then to the tale ; and the blood in our veins how it tingled and thrilled ! 
The story, though old, ever new, not unworthy the ears of the gods, 

Of stoutness in perilous straits, and of valour defiant of odds, : 
We knew, yes, we knew they would tell it once more, not with speech but with 


steel ; 
Yet = aught but the desert-winds hear it? That fear, which we could not 


ut feel, 

Hung cold on our hearts, for the handful that scattered the hordes of the foes 
At Abu-Klea’s wells were so few, and the clutch of the waste seemed to close 
Upon Srewakrt’s small band, and we waited, as wanderers wait for the day, 
For light from the shadows to cheer us, a voice frem the silence to say 

How fared our few hundreds. So fared they as men sore beset by a host, 

A troop by an army surrounded, a speck in the sand-stretches lost ; 
Death-tithed and wound-hampered and weary, unsleeping, though fainting for 


sleep, 
The desert-thirst ing their throats, and the desert-throngs lurking to leap 
In tigerish myriads upon them. But Srewanzt with stoical smile 
Leads on careuge the sand-dunes and jungles. His thousand must march for 
the Nile! 
The Arab-hordes hover about them, their watch-fires gleam red through the 


night, 
And a 4 As yo them compassed around; no escaping them! ‘“ Breakfast—and 
ve 


Is SrewaRt’s calm order, as calmly obeyed. *Midst a murderous fire 

A hasty entrenchment is raised, and then—let them have their desire, 

Those blood-thirety hosts on the sandhills! Give fight! ten to one though they be, 

Our phalanxed eight hundred will face them. And Srewart—alas! no, not he. 

The bon of hot Abu-Klea is down ere the battle is set, 

Borne back from the front badly hit, with a leader’s keen throb of regret 

Adding pain to his wound. Now the shot of the enemy lashes like hail 

That small serried square in the desert, which thousands await to assail. 

The Soudari horsemen and footmen hang hungry on rear and on flank, 

Like wolves round the traveller’s watch-fire. ‘To stand and be mown rank on rank 

Like swathes to the sickle fast falling were folly. So out on the waste 

That ‘a Square,” shoulder to shoulder, tramps forth without halt without 

aste. 

Picture it! E’en fire-side fancy may see it, that small stealing speck, 

In the how tawny waste creeping slow, but with movement that nothing may 
chee 

Though out from the serub all around it the death-volleys rattle and ring, 

Down, down to the valley it marches, gap'd often, yet steady of swing, 

Cool closing, and quietly wheeling, right, left, fighting silently on, 

Each man passing prompt to the place whence a shot-stricken comrade is gone. 

Then massing their air-shaken banners, the swordsmen and spearmen sweep down, 

Like Scamander in flood on that square they hurl fiercely, but fall, bullet-mown. 

In death-rings around it, so coolly, so closely the volleys flash out, 

The Dervishes’ fanatic fury, the Desert-men’s desperate shout 

Avail not to force or to flurry, again, and again, and — 

They rush, to be met by those muzzles, they crush, to be checked by that rain; 

Till after two hours of such onset, two hours of such stubborn advance, 

Down, down in one fierce final charge crash the Arabs, with sword and with 


ance 
All thirsty for blood, their ten thousand three sides of that still “‘ Tiny Square” 
Shock madly, but firm as a rock-range wave-lashed, it stands steadily there, 
One flame all around. Can they close, can they reach it, those furious swarms 
Of yelling brave Allah-invokers? E’en breasts whom the battle-glow warms 
May chill at the thought. But they fall, fall in hundreds, unceasingly fall, 
No man of them nears that small square, all in vain the mad Dervishes call, 
And the horsemen how! fiercely in vain ; although fired to rush bravely on death, 
They are checked, these fanatical hordes, by the blast of that Phlegethon 
reath, 
Checked, daunted, at last, God be thanked! See they stop, see they turn, see 


they a } 
And that a “Tiny Square” yet unbroken, stands safe—and the Nile-stream is 
nigh. 
* 


* . * ° 


How they cheered the “return of the Square,” they who all through that |} 


terrible night 
Had waited with doubt-burdened bosoms, unknowing the end of the fight, 
The war-pens may tell. But our England at home in mid-winter hot flushes 
At ey of that Square in the sand-wastes ; the talk of the home-circle hushes, 
Whilst fancy re-pictures that moment when level in balance there hung 
The fate of that dauntless eight hundred. The singers of England have sung 
f war-themes none nobler this of brave Srewar?’s invincible band 
Of the hour when, alone in the desert, Old England again seemed to stand 
a _ lion mebeennes by —_ of —s — ot an 
force of an unshrinking t, strength of unshakable wi 
Stood, lived, shook the hunters’ hordes off, and, uncaptured, returned to its lair. 
or our soldiers a pean we lift, and we lift for brave SrkWART a prayer, 





But dive he, or die he, his fame is assured, linked for ever 
st 
With a those heart-stirring pictures that brighten 


the pages of glory. 
That brave “‘ Tiny Scene ” in the Desert, whilst England 
valour and worth 
Must live with the famed “thin red line” that gleams 
bright through the gloom of the North. 





THE BEERS-SHOP OF BOND STREET. 


Mr. van Beers, whether as an eccentric or serious 
Artist, can give most of ’em pints, and beat ’em easy. 
There is one 
picture, how- 
ever, which, 
with all defer- 
ence to Mr. 
van BEERS, we 
would not in- 
elude in the 
fe probably the 

probably the 
first to catch 
the eye of the 
visitor on en- 
tering, and the 
last on leav- 
ing; and, on 
seeing it for 
the secondtime, 
when he has 
carefully ex- 
amined the 
collection, it 
will seem to 
him beneath 
comparison, 
from any point 
of view, with 
the other pic- 
tures, whose 
leisonnier- 
A Hint for Improving the Illustration like finish is 

Outside the Catalogue. their greatest 
harm and 


c 

their only apology. ‘‘ Au Clair dela Lune” outwhistles 
Whistler. At present only a few are sold; some, we 
expect, will remain on hand for a considerable time. 
The Colney Hatch prize picture of ‘‘ Madness” bought by 
Saran BEanHakrDr, and not sold with her other valuables, 
is more the work of a van Demon a VAN Beers, 

His miniature » with their occasionally 
strange effects of light, will repay careful examination. 
There are three hundred of them, and it is said that 
Mr. van Beers will only sell them en bloc—which sounds 
as if they were done “on the wood.” These Land- 
scapes represent the work of ten years; so that their 
purchaser will the work of two great Dutchmen 
—vaN Beers and Ten-Iers in one. 

The pedalling by Mr. van DER Sreaaten is excel- 
lent, and most humorous. The big ‘‘ Folly”’ playing a 
puppet Masher is inimitably droll ; and the humour of 
the two figures, representing a Lady and Gentleman 
who have just interchanged a pres sear is labelled 
_r pave gg 4 Z he will, oye y erent, that, approach 
it which wa: ill, the i possesses an 
sense of the. ludicrous at all, is bound to join the vate 
in their mi To see the visitors, one after another, 
stopping before this work, and gradually breaking into 
a broad grin, or at once chuckling outright, or yielding toa 
short and then looking round to ascertain 
if thei scandalised uny body, 


ie Rater recat io 

* ve our 

in the attire, , being of 

will suit his Sotetie Teppesenes the 

Street, whose genius we admire, but 

whose use of it we, without any sort of Podsnappery, 
sincerely regret. 


Snort Criticism Our Crusty Contributor).— Loose 
Tiles er Genscitan wil ve mane the wane O's 
good slating. 
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AN HISTORICAL PARALLEL. 
Mr. Poca, Sr, 


Some years ago I made a discovery concerning the Divine Wrttams, a discovery 
before which ? nove of the New Shakspeare Society are as nothing ; to the glow of which the 
lights of those who have gone about to prove that Bacon wrote SHAKSPEARE or SHAKSPEARE 





wrote Bacon, or neither wrote both or both wrote neither—for which I say, Sir, their lights 
shall be as mere tallow-dips, and dim at that. On this discovery, Sir, I wrote a few notes 
at the time, but having prosecuted my researches to the utmost point, I feel that it is to you, 
Sir—and to you alone—that I ought to communicate the result. In the first place, because 
I choose to (the reason was good enough for Witiiams’s Shylock, and is good enough 
for me); in the second place, because the question also concerns you, or you in one 0 
your Avatars, dealing as it does with the immortal drama known to the world as Punch 
(short title, if I remember right, The Tragic History of Punch and Judy). The origin of this 
great work has, as you are aware, been sought for in the mists of antiquity with indifferent 
success by many wise and learned 

which it is the cause in others, or rather in another, that the wise and learned person who 
now addresses you is concerned. 

_ However, “ brief let me be.” We have heard a good deal, Sir, of how and where the 
Divine WrIttraMs got his plots; perhaps at times we may even have beard more than enough 
of it. We know all about Saxo-Grammaricus and the Italian stories, and so forth. But, 
Sir, I believe I am the first who ever burst upon the discovery of where Richard the Third 
came from. It came, Sir, from Punch, And my reasons, or some of them, for this assertion, 
as you have not yet heard them, I will now proceed to relate to you. But as I fear that even 
for so worthy a subject you could hardly spare me a whole number of Punch, I will touch only 
upon the more striking (the word is iate) points. 

_ To begin with, in the heroes of both plays we find precisely the same qualities—deformity, 
light-heartedness, daring, wickedness, eubtie , masterfulness, remorselessness, and supersti- 
tion. In the scenes, and in the other characters of both dramas there is astounding variety, 
an artful mingling of tragedy and comedy, a lively and engaging picture of men and manners 
—in short, all those characteristics which are called Shakspearian, but which, as this 
play at least, ought evidently to be called Punchian. As for the incidents, the resemblance 
is so patent that it is strange it should have been reserved for me to detect it. Punch, it 
is true, opens a little more abruptly than Richard the Third. In the Shakspearian play we 
find Richard in the first scene announcing his intention of becoming a husband. In Punch, 
his prototype is already in the first scene a husband and a father, and his first deed in the 
drama is to throw his infant out of window with reckless cnjapmant, the parallel to which 
performance, Richard's disposal of his , comes much later in the later play. : 

The following incident of wife-murder is treated with greater boldness in Punch than in 
Richard the Third, for Punch, instead of making any bones about his wife Judy —. sick 
and like to die, just takes his stick and C Pgh cn we and suaue"s 90 end SS 
with ‘oreign gentleman who appears 

ning of Punch, Wituiams never cared how 
‘ i d ig of the Beadle eg more closely in 
reason and in date with that of Hastings, and in each play the deed indicates the hero’s desire 
to sweep all rival reg ay be « of his way. Neighbour Brown in Punch corresponds in the 
same way to Has in Richard the Third, and surely nothing can be clearer than that both 
the character and fate of Joey Jight-minded and frivolous scoffer, answer exactly to 
the disposition, in two senses, of Bucking in Richard the Third. As for the spectral 


q 


persons; but it is less with its cause than with that of |; }, 





appearances, it to the reader’s eyes, 
plainly as the do to Punch 
Y that the incident is iden 


gf | 


Richard's, tical in 
both dramas. The final it is 
true, is not the same in both plays, but 
San in beth See i 0 ne ee 
wo preceding ii 

And before ending this mere sketch of 
my argument, I would call your attention 
Sir, to one very remarkable in 
Richard the Third, Act V., Se. 3. 


oe irs Se ae 
says Richard, in giving i r 
arming for the fight. Now, Sir, did a 
warrior of that time habitually fig t with 
a staff? No; but Punch , and 

Wits stuck it in, 
cannon go off at King Claudius’s Court, to 
take one out of many instances, 
Isn’t this convireing? J. 
so, you—well, you are s 
actually at full liberty —to burn this 
communication after (or before) you have 

it. ours truly, 
SHALLABALAH, 


cette 





OUR SERENADERS. 
(After Longfellow 1) 


“The plaintiff,” Mr. Justice MatuEw de- 
cided, in an action Reomens by a literary man to 
prevent a noise on a neighbour's premises, * con- 
tended for a condition of wy Bone could 
never be obtained in London.” —Daily Paper.) 


I tay in my bed at midnight, 
As the dogs were barking the hour, 
And I hurled at their heads, of language, 
A maledictory shower ! 
I heard their pestilent voices 
In the garden under me, 
Like a chorus of demons yelling 
In hideous symphony. 


Most gladly would I have strangled 
The Judge who lately said 


f | The Londoner never must hope for 


Repose in his little bed. 
How often, oh how often, 
In the nights that have gone by, 
ave on my pillow, and w 
Why Cats seem never to die! 


How often, oh how often, 

I have wished that some tempest drear 
Would bear away in its m. 

My neighbour’s Chanticleer ! 


And when his protest uplifteth 
The mongrel over the way, 
I look about for my eae, 
And long for the dawn of day. 
And that terrible little Terrier— 
Why cannot its mistress see 
That it has no right to prowl at night 
And bark at the moon and me? 
When I think that this latest decision 
Of the case-encum J 
Will help my neighbours to beard me; 
And to dub my threats as ‘‘ fudge,” — 
I seem to see a procession 
Of ills which must spring from it— 
The young man to madness, 
And the old going off in a fit. 
And for ever and for ever, — 


As as Dogs 
To bark, and the Cats to iW, 
And murder sleep in the night, 
The Judge, and his latest 
And his cold , 
That he hears no “ meeowing” above him, 
And no “* bow-wowing” below ! 
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HIS FIRST! 


Constable (suspiciously), ‘‘Taat Bao, Sir—DOES IT CONTAIN——1?” 
Little Barrister, ‘‘Mv Brier!” 








A MODERN MEMOIR. 
(The Autobiography and Letters of Miss Skimley Harpole. London. Messrs. Rakings & Co., 1885. ) 


a book with so much interest as has thrilled us during our 
reading of these two volumes. Situate as Miss Hanpoie was, the daughter of a 
yaa : claiming for mother a lady whose eeds are remembered to this day 
me of the = ghey = female leaders of society, and herself ar, féted, and 

net | yeah is small room for wonder that even the bare details of Miss Harpoie’s every- 
day life would prove interesting, but when told in a charmingly frank style, her book 
becomes a model of what a Memoir should be. In a few short simple sentences she, with 
icious ae oye tes her —~ ea and so clearly is the picture put before us that we 


Fc oy a 
—f ar bishops of the 


nt -— 
“Abroad what were we considered ? My father, = of the most 
all diocesan iting his father’s 


my mother indefatigable in work; my brother in’ 





day ; 





oratorical and logical powers, and striving 
to attain the same high position on the 
Bench that his progenitor held in the 
Church; my married sister, a star in the 
world of fashion, yet devoted to her hus- 
band and her home, and myself, so shy and 
demure, a little puss, that it was well said 
of me that my father should never have 
been ought but a curate.” 
From personal knowledge, and from a 
a gy recollection of the public 
wd of those days, this is a marvellously 
uction of general opinion on 
the Bi of Battersea’s family ; but, by 
kindly hands, the veil which hung over 


their private life has been raised, and in 

Miss Harpors’s own words :— 
“Take us at home of a night! The 
ong LT in ane am ¢ chair, with his gaitered 
elevated on the k of 


og —— a short van ipe in his ay 
is vaguely mixing his eleventh tumbler 
hot me mes us girls oo 
pain to oupest our titters, when, as 
a 
ing, e grea of the 
water on the table-cloth or himself. My 
— —* him, ~% _ontey ully 
stu ying a per, and the Racin 
Calendar, and cakine her selections rad 
the next day’s horse-races. For a heavy 
gambler is my mother, as is my brother, 
who, when at adie whieh is seldom—is 
either delighted at having won, or in the 
sulks because he has lost money to his fel- 
low legal students at billiards. Asa rule 
he te ols is cligh “gt and — a a oi 
0 is 
Soe | fates Me en _ Town Pe Peers, 
and Guardemen, her lovely features only 
losing their serenity when lit up by an 
arch look of wonderment whether she has 
made appointments with two different men 
at the same hour and place, while I am 
sitting, in my school-girlish way, by m 
self, making ee ee tell 1e Wor 
. y the m 

No practised Author re ie have drawn 
a more dainty description of an idyllic home 
than has Miss Hanpoxe in the above few 
sentences. And it must be confessed, even 
by the most flattering critic, that the Lady 
is always seen to more advantage when 
writing of her family than when alludin 
to the affairs of State or Church, wit 
which, however, she was well acquainted. 
Here is a pleasing recollection of her 
brother :— 

“I well remember Mr. Crarascourt, fe 
wealthy banker, dining with us one oi 
and te us, with tears in his eyes, that 
his son, a mere boy with no experience 
taken to gambling in the most a 
manner. Could any rot us, he ind? AE 
said, do something to save the lad 
though working very hard at the time, 
brother Jimmy promised to see if he 
effect a reformation, and, sure enough —! 
the next six months he never let the 
of his sight, at the expiration of which 
time young Mr. Cralcscourt went to live 
in Boulogne, while Jrumy started a private 
cab and three saddle-horses. But to this 
day I do not know whether the father ever 
thanked James for his devotion.” 

Of politics Miss Hanpore says little ; 
but here is a bright fresh description of a 

poe Pe as seen =v the inexperienced 

of a gidl just freed from the thraldom 
school-room :— 

‘On Thursday night we dined at the 
Minister's. It was my dinner there, 
and I trust it will be my last. Every- 
thing was hedly and every- 
thing came up cold exeopt the cham 
There was a leading article in the 
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Taz Leapine THEATRES Usk A STEAM-CRANE TO ENABLE LATE 
CoMERS TO REACH THEIR SEATS, 





the next waning about the inarticulate utterances of the Ministry, 
which I really think must have been written by one of footmen, 
for the Minister imbibedenormous quantities of the warm wine, and 
I felt _ sorry for the butler, who looked so respectable thatj he 
must have been under a suspicion of stealing plate in his last 
situation to have accepted such a place, when I thought of the 
trouble he would have in assisting his master to bed.” 

Space forbids us to say any more on the merits of this charming 
work, but we cannot resist one extract which shows how true was 
the estimate of the Bishop’s noble character :— 

“* We were one night at the Italian Opera, of which my father was 
passionately fond, and during the ballet our attention was drawn 
towards a singularly lovely girl on the Stage. ‘Alas!’ said Colonel 
——— ‘she is as bad as she is beautiful.’ The Bishop immediately 
avowed his readiness to investigate the case at the earliest oppor- 
tunity. He was always thinking of others, despite Mamma’s 
occasional stubborn opposition.” 

This coneludes our notice. In brief, the book is a most excellent 
specimen of the modern style of Memoir, conceived with kindJiness of 
heart and charity of remembrance, and executed with literary taste, 
skill, and polish. 





Covent Garpey.—For those whom such sights delight, the Horse 
on the nine-inch rope will be a real treat. ‘* He knows the ropes” 
—at all events he is on the best of terms with this one, and then 
to arrive at it there is ‘‘ such a getting up stairs,’ while the return 
journey seems, and probably is, by far the more difficult of the two. 
Mr. GEorcEe Barry, in a jockey suit, is well worth seeing on his bare- 
backed steed, riding imagimaryraces in the most extraordinary fashion, 
standing, sitting, kneeling, twisting round, coming off, leaping on 
while the horse is in full canter, and hardly ever failing to spring 
inte an attitude at a single bound. ‘ Batti! Batti!” as the song 
has it, and this Barry, like a good-sized Turkey carpet, would take 
a lot of beating. One great attraction for us was that we saw the 
distinguished name of Mr. ALFRED AvsTIN in the programme serving 
as Ring-master, and we wendered how the poetic, but businesslike 
Editor of the National Review could manage to find time for this 
ec amgeny sort of work as well. We were prepared to interview 

im on the subject after the performance, but he turned out to be a 
totally different person altogether. We mention this so as to prevent 
disappointment. 





THE BUTLERS OF GREAT MEN, 
(Interviewed by Our Own Back-stairs Representative.) 
No. Il.—Art tHe Eart or D——zy’s. 


**Ty you’re an Australian Member of Parliament, or some grum- 
bling loafer of that sort, you know, you had better go and bully 
them in Downing Street—it’s no use trying it on here.” 

This was my first very natural greeting at the distinguished 
Statesman’s area-gate. A word or two, however, explained the nature 
of my mission, and I soon found myself looking through doors ajar, 
and quietly creeping along back passages uader the guidance of my 
iaetimalien but communicative infurmant. : 

“This,” he said, showing me a large empty room with a highly- 

lished floor, ‘‘is where his Lordship has his favourite game of 

lindman’s Buff. He is always atit. Butit’s poe on Saturday 
afternoons, when he can manage to get the whole Cabinet to come 
down and take a turn with him, that he gets his best go. He's 
‘ Blindman’ the whole time, for he never catches anybody.” 

‘*Dear me!” I replied, surprised but interested, ‘‘does even the 
Forei ay manage to get out of his way ?” , 

* less ou, Sir, every one of them,” was his laconic answer, 
“* Besides, he likes being in the dark, and not knowing where he’s 
going to,’ he added, thoughtfully. ‘‘ He’s always been like that 
ever since he was a boy.” 

‘Then that may account,” I s ‘*in some measure for 
his apparent indecision in public affairs ? You know,” I continued, 
rather emboldened by a slight twinkle I fancied I detected in my 
informant’s eye, “‘ that what with his saying one thing one day, and 
another the next, he sometimes scarcely seems to be politically the 
same — for a fortnight together.” g 

** Then you ’ve never heard the story?” asked my guide, openin 
another door, and laughing pleasantly to himself? ‘‘No? Weil, 
you do surprise me!” he continued, ushering me at the same 
moment into a handsome apartment, evidently devoted to the per- 
formance of private theatricals. ‘It’s very simple; and, as Pe 
often remarked to myself, explains a deal.” 

**Go on!” I said, mechanically. 

“Well,” he rejoined, “ it’s merely, you know, that his Lordship 
has always been very fond of this sort of thing.” He pointed to the 
Stage as he spoke. ‘* Posing and all that, you see—it seems to come 
natural to him; and among his chief hits—he only plays to me and 
the other gentlemen and the Housekeeper and a few of the uppers— 
is The Corsican Brothers. Well in pane that up, and he’s very 
careful in such things, he got such a —— double—a retired 
clown,—for the Ghost, that 1’ll tell you what, Sir, after that per- 
formance was over, not one, for the life of us. could tell which was 
which, and, though I chalked the Earl myself just to make sure of 
him, the next time I met them both at rehearsal, there was no mis- 
take about it,—1 couldn’t have picked him out if you had offered me 
a couple of sovereigns! Now do you understand,” he added, with a 
signiticant nod of inquiry, ‘‘ what has come of that resemblance ¢ ” 

** You don’t mean that, when he’s tired, he sends—well the other 
down to take his place at the Foreign Office ?” 

‘*Send him down? Rather. What do you say to his trying it on 
at a Cabinet Council, too?” . 

I involuntarily gave a long low whistle. A light seemed to dawn on 
me. Some strange, nr and puzzling evolutions of pulicy 
seemed to be slowly explaining themselves befure me. 

** But his colleagues t”’ I asked. 

** Suspect something, I fancy,—but are far too cute to say any- 
thing about it.” 

This was certainly a strange revelation, yet still did not account 
for everything. A thought occurred to me. ‘‘ His spare time,” I 
inguired, ‘‘ how does he spend that?” 

e were entering a Ke oe school-room now. In the window 
were two large terrestrial globes ; on the walls several colossal maps. 
I walked in. At a | o<~ near the fireplace I discovered 
evidences of recent work. looked at the Butler,—but I had antici- 
pated his explanation. 

“He knows nothing about it,—never did,” he said, with an expres- 
sive wink. ‘‘ Betwixt you and me, he’s making up for lost time; but 
he hasn’t got first-class materials to go upon. Look at that there.” 

I took up the piece of paper to which he pointed. It was a Map of 
South Africa, without any indication of the Cameroons. 

At that moment a hurried step was heard on the stairs, and we 
instinctively retired behind a huge swing Chart of the Congo, *‘as 
known to Geographers in the year 1837.” ‘ 

‘* Is it he—or the other?” I asked, in a whisper, as the familiar 
figure of the Earl entered the room. 

‘* Blest if I can tell yet. Wait.” 

The figure sat down at the table, and, throwing up its arms, cried, 
almost passionately, ‘‘ Zanzibar! Who ever heard of Zanzibar!” 

** It’s him !f’ said the Butler, under his breath. 

In another minute I was in St. James’s Square—a sadder, but 
wiser man. 
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THE ONLY 
PALATABLE NATURAL APERIENT WATER. 


A POSITIVE CURE FOR STOMACH, 
LIVER, AND KIDNEY AFFECTIONS. 


‘le Lest household remedy and specific for 
CONSTIPATION, 
Descriptive Pamphlet, with Testimonials, post free. 
told by Chemists, ls. 6d. and 2s, per bottie. 
Xeccutar Bitten Warten Company, Limited, 
38, Snow Hill, London, E.C. 


Established 1801. 


HODCSON’S 
MINERAL WATERS. 


Famed for PURITY and EXCELLENCE for 
nearly a Century. 
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AERATED WATER. 


GINGER ALE, 


Prepared with pure Jamaica Gi . A delicious 
beverage, fur all Seasons and Climates. 
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iar oe! , books, a garden, and perhaps his 
“The Pen is mightier than the sword.””— Cowper, 


Lytton, “a 
“True ease in writing.” — Pope. cued ety — out 80 nearly, 
“The great triumph of the Pen.”—- Tupper. 7 hem Sees : 
“ A keener weapon.” — Byron, 
“ Of all those arts in which the wise excel, “The muse invok’d—sit down to write.” ~ 
Nature's chief masterpiece is writing well.” Swift, 
Sheffield, Duke af Buckingham. ** A chiel’s amang ye takin’ notes,” — Burns, 
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